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Then he gave me Ms oily hand, which wanted rub-
bing down with a bit of deck swabbing.

" You fit for go shore one time ? " he asked in the
picljin English of the Coast, still keeping his helmet
politely raised.

" Oui, certainement, toute suite/' I replied in the
pidjin French of England.

If I had been the King conferring on him the title
of Duke with a corresponding income, his face could
not have expressed greater surprise and ecstasy.

He replied with a torrent of French, of which I
understood nearly all, except the point.

Taking my arm (the coat-sleeve never recovered
from the oily stain), he led me to the ship's side and
steadied the rope ladder while I went down, the purser
following behind, or rather on my head. We sat on
the barrels, M. Jacques took a paddle to steer, and
hissing and gasping, the queer-smelling crew started
for the beach. When we came near, M. Jacques
turned with his pleasant smile to the purser, and said,
t<; Surf no good! Plenty purser live for drown this
(fne place."

"That's all right/' said the purser. Then the
paddling stopped, and M. Jacques looked over the
stern to watch ihe swell. For a long time we hung
there, the waves rolling smoothly under us and crash-
ing against the steep bank of sand just in front, as a
stormy sea crashes against a south-coast esplanade at
full tide under a south-west wind. Gently moving his
paddle this way and that, M. Jacques held the stern
to the swell, till suddenly he shouted " One time! "
and the natives drove their paddles Into the water
like spears. On the top of a huge billow we rushed
forward. It broke, and we crashed down upon the